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CORRESPONDENCE. 


Montgomery  Co.,  April  2Sth,  18(35. 
Rev.  and  Deak  Sir  : 

AVill  you  oblige  a  number  of  your  friends  with 
a  copy  of  your  address  delivered  in  the  Church  of  Our  Saviour,  Jenkin- 
town,  upon  the  occasion  of  the  funeral  solemnities  of  the  late  President, 
with  a  view  to  its  publication  and  distribution. 


WM.  C.  KENT, 
JOHN  S.  NEWBOLD, 
HARRISON  SMITH, 
C.  SHOEMAKER,  M.  D., 
C.  MATHER, 


D.  R.  BENNETT, 
W.  P.  BROCK, 
R.  S.  BROCK, 
WARNER  M.  RASIN, 
HENRY  C.  DAVIS. 


Rectory,  Jenkintown,  May  1st,  1865. 
Gentlemen  : 

Yours  of  the  28th,  is  received.     The  manuscript  containing  ruy 
few  remarks  on  the  occasion  of  the  funeral  solemnities  of  the  late 
President  Lincoln,  on  the  19th  ult.,  is  at  your  disposal. 
Very  respectfully, 

O.  B.  KEITH. 

To  Messrs.  Kent,  Newbold,  Smith  and  others. 


ADDRESS. 


There  is  no  one  in  this  sacred  place  this  day  who  would 
not,  I  am  sure,  follow  as  a  mourner  in  the  funeral  train  the 
real  body  of  our  late  President.  But  to  do  so  is  impossible. 
We,  in  common  with  millions  of  our  countrymen,  there- 
fore, are  doing  the  next  best  thing  in  our  power.  We  are 
met  together  in  the  most  appropriate  place  for  such  a 
solemn  time.  We  are  assembled  in  this  temple  where 
prayer  is  offered  and  God's  holy  word  is  read.  At  this 
same  hour  the  bereaved  nation  weeps  with  the  afflicted 
widow.  It  cries  to  the  God  of  mercy  in  the  most  suppli- 
cating tones,  to  look  with  pity  on  the  sorrows  of  her  now 
so  grievously  afflicted.  It  asks,  too,  that  we  as  a  people 
may  be  endued  with  resignation  to  God's  holy  will. 

It  is  a  beautiful  thought,  my  friends,  that  at  this  very 
moment  there  are  so  many  heads  bowed  before  the  Al- 
mighty. I  can  scarcely  realize  the  occasion  on  which  we 
with  so  many  of  our  fellow-citizens  are  assembled  at  this 
hour.  I  am  almost  ready  to  ask,  What  great  news  is 
there  ?  There  have  so  many  stirring  events  occurred  of 
late,  that  I  almost  for  the  moment  forget,  and  think  it 
some  great  victory  gained — the  earnest  of  substantial  peace. 
Something  like  the  news  which  has  sent  a  thrill  of  joy  to 
so  many  hearts — now  a  fort  taken,  now  a  city  with  all  its 
stores,  again  and  again  a  city — and  last  of  all  the  great 
rebel  chief  and  his  army  laying  down  their  arms.  Have 
you  come  here  to  thank  God  for  these  things?  We 
have  ,offered  our  thanksgivings  and  will  do  so  again  ;  but 
this  is  not  our  chief  object  in  meeting  here  to-day.  We 
come  in  company  with  the  nation  to  mourn, — to  mourn 


our  great  loss.     The  oft-repeated  boast  of  Southern  and 
Northern  rebels,  that  the  South  would  never  be  brought 
back   under   Lincoln,  has  been  made  good.      I  need  not 
repeat  the  details  of  the  shocking  crime  by  which  their 
words  were  verified,  familiar  as  they  are  to  you.     Nor 
need  I  dwell  upon  the  wickedness  of  those  who  planned 
and  labored  night  and  day  for  the  overthrow  of  the  best 
government  in  the  world.     Those  are  the  real  murderers  of 
our  noble  President.     The  yet  imcaptured  head  of  the  so  - 
called   Confederacy  is  one  of  them.     The  great  leader  of 
the  Virginia  army — now  generously  on  parole  through  the 
magnanimity  of  him,  whose  sad  end  we  mourn,  is  another. 
He,  under  whose  command,  that  banner — the  refuge  for 
the  oppressed  of  so   many  in  the   old   world — was   first 
fired  upon,  floating  as  it  was  over  the  fort  erected  to  repel 
from  their  native  land  the  aggressions  of  foreign  tyrants,  is 
another.     The  miserable  tools  who  perpetrated  the  fiendish 
crime  I   care  nothing  about.     Whoever  they  be,  for  the 
rest  of  their  lives,  even  if  allowed  their  parole  of  honor, 
they   will  be   neither   able  to   eat,  nor  sleep  nor  think. 
Every  tree  by  the  roadside  will  appear  like  an  army  of 
avengers  in  their  path.     Every  stone  under  their  feet  will 
uurn  into  a  hundred  eyes  looking  into  their  guilty  souls- 
Every  balmy  breeze  that  refreshes  the  weary  but  innocent 
traveller  as  he  rests  in  some  shady  grove,  will  for  them  be 
converted  into  the  wildest  hurricanes  blowing  from  the 
regions  of  the  damned.     The  gentlest  whisper  breathed  to 
to  them  will  fall  upon  their  ears  like  thunderbolts  from 
the   avenging  angel:     They  will  bear  their   own  punish- 
ment, or  rather  like  Cain  they  will  cry  out,  "My  punish- 
ment is  greater  than  I  can  bear."     But  the  real  murderers — 
the  slaj^ers  of  thousands  of  my  countrymen,  the  torturers 
of  our  prisoners,-— a  business  learned  by  their  long  appren- 
ticeship to  the  "barbarism  of  slavery," — these  leaders  of 
the  accursed  rebellion,  as  a  simple  act  of  justice  should 
show  to  posterity  what  the  end  is  of  rebellion  and  murder. 
On  the  Capitol  Hill,  in  sight  of  the  widows  and  orphans, 


North  and  South,  that  they  have  made,  they  should  suffer 
for  their  crimes. 

The  execution  of  these  educated  leaders  might  be  a 
modification  of  the  English  Government's  method  of  punish- 
ing the  Sepoys.  They  should  hang  until  they  were  dead, 
and  then,  from  the  cannon's  mouth  they  should  be  blown 
to  the  four  winds  of  heaven  to  the  shout  of  the  same 
widows  and  orphans,  "  Sic  semper  tyrannis."* 

0 !  to  apply  such  words  to  him,  the  most  lenient,  the 
most  forgiving,  and  the  most  merciful  of  earthly  rulers  ! 
It  was  his  mercy,  his  great  leniency,  his  mistaken  kind- 
ness, that  in  the  opinion  of  many  prolonged  the  rebellion 
and  certainly  brought  about  his  assassination.  But  enough 
of  this.  Because  I  cannot  do  him  justice  I  shall  not  at- 
tempt to  sketch  the  life  of  our  martyr  President.  Some  of 
you  are  thoroughly  acquainted  with  it.  Who  would  think 
on  a  funeral  occasion  of  recounting  the  whole  history  of  their 
father's  life  ?  It  is  enough  that  this  day  the  whole  nation 
mourns  his  untimely  end.  Even  the  mouths  of  revilers 
are  stopped.  Sincere  tears  of  sorrow  have  fallen  from 
many  an  eye  within  the  last  few  days.  The  very  name 
given  him  by  the  multitudes  of  "Honest  Old  Abe"  was  a 
term  of  affection.  They  were  heart  words ;  and  the  people, 
— I  do  not  mean  the  miserable  politicians,  for  they  are  a 


*  This  perhaps  may  appear  to  some  a  strong  way  of  expressing  one's 
abhorrence  of  the  crime  of  treason.  But  I  would  ask,  are  these,  men 
who  have  slain  thousands,  and  broken  the  hearts  of  millions  North  and 
South  that  they  might  be  esteemed  great,  and  build  themselves  up  on 
the  iniquitous  system  of  slavery  only  ordinary  criminals  ?  These,  who 
have  sought  and  came  well  nigh  accomplishing  the  ruin  of  our  fair 
heritage — and  it  Avas  dreadful  to  feel  at  one  time  that  they  were  so  near 
making  it  a  by-word  and  hissing — these  are  not  common  malefactors, 
and  so  posterity  will  declare.  When  the  wilderness  and  the  solitary 
place  shall  be  glad,  and  the  desert  they  have  made  shall  blossom  as  a 
rose,  when  this  land  shall  be  the  joy  of  the  whole  earth— the  Canaan — 
the  promised  land  to  so  many  weary  pilgrims — the  names  of  the 
leaders  of  this  foul  conspiracy  will  be  synonymous  with  everything 
that  is  hateful,  fur  whom  simple  hanging  was  too  mild  a  punishment. 


class  outside  of  the  people,  and  only  make  use  of  them  to 
serve  their  purposes — but  the  people  get  the  right  name. 
It  was  with  them  Honest  Old  Abe — honest.  The  people 
know  what  is  honest.  Nothing  is  honest  that  is  untrue, 
and  he  was  the  embodiment  of  truth.  "He  was,"  as  has 
been  well  said,  "truth  through  and  through ;"  and  this  is 
one  virtue  that  enshrined  him  in  the  hearts  of  the  people* 
Of  late,  too,  they  had  begun  to  call  him  "Father  Abraham." 
And  was  he  not  such  ?  In  trying  to  adjust  our  national 
troubles,  has  he  not  acted  in  the  most  paternal  way  ?  The 
emancipation  proclamation  was  the  act  of  a  father  in  re- 
moving the  edged  tool  from  the  children's  hands.  A  most 
estimable  Southern  lady  of  my  acquaintance,  on  hearing  of 
the  President's  death  on  Saturday,  said  with  tears  to  one 
of  my  family,  "0  what  shall  we  do  now,  he  was  acting  so 
magnanimously  towards  us." 

.  But  I  have  done.  I  endeavor  always  to  be  short,  and  on 
this  occasion  I  intend  to  be  equally  so.  Our  hearts  will 
best  speak  to  ourselves.  No  one,  when  he  has  lost  a  dear 
friend,  wishes  to  unfold  all  within  his  breast.  He  cannot 
do  so.  "We  will  commune  then  with  ourselves  and  be  still. 
"We  have  in  common  with  the  nation  paid  our  reverence 
to  the  memory  of  the  departed  great  and  good.  We  will 
never  forget  him.  Posterity  will  not  forget  him.  God 
will  not  forget  him.     He  rests  with  Him. 


IL^Ji 


